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WINNER, GONZO'S 
PRESITIGIOUS LEONA 
HELMSLEY AWARD 


BOYCOTT 
WASHINGTON 
VIDEO: 
THEY STEAL 
MONEY 
FROM 
THEIR 
EMPLOYEES* 


*Fact: Richard Diefenbeck, Jr. was promised extra pay for 
services already rendered, both specific (hourly), and non- 
specific. When owner welsched, Diefenbeck quit--only to be 
subject to a new rule made EX POST FACTO concerning late 
fees and made retroactive--resulting in an extra one hundred 
and fourteen dollar deduction from his last check. Behold the 
power of the press, Washington Video. 
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Citizens of Hazzard County 


Johnathan Iwaskow, Eri Delorier, Costa Valhouli, Ryan O'Connor, 
Brian Leek, Chrissy "I don't want to be associated with the Gonzo" 
Baker, Eric Maag, Raquel Aceves, Trent Reznor, Twan, Craig 
Merchant, Reverend Johnathan M., Bjorn, Eyal, Flavor Flav, Tim 
McCloskey, The Midget from the Big Hunt (You cheap bastard!), 
Martin Cunningham, Ned Segal (You left your pipe at our house), 
E-Dog, Misha Graboi, Kris Kazlauskas, Bill Hinsdale, Vered, Lis, 
Clint Black and The Judds, David Wang, Jeff Mooradian, Dr. Dre 
and the Dogg Pound 


Callahan 


THE FOLLOWING, . 
PROGRAM. CONTAINS 
LANGUAGE WHICH 
MAY BE OFFENSIVE 
ENOUGH TO KNOCK A 


The Georgetown Gonzo is unsponsored and unaffiliated with Georgetown 
University: We won't take their blood moncy. We do not claim responsibility 
for anything you see here, The opinions expressed here are not necessarily 
those of the Georgetown Gonzo, The Georgetown Gonzo is assembled on a 
computer named Lisa using Aldus Pagemaker 5.0, Printing is done at the 
Washington Times., 

You can reach the Georgetown Gonzo at (202)965-1983, or (202)784- 
8555, or Box 572081, Georgetown University, 20057-2081, Most letters will 
be printed provided they are interesting and less than 300 words, 

Contributions are welcome, We are a non-profit organization so they 


will be tax deductible! 


BUZZARD OFF A 
SHIT:WAGONA 


y Levin Represents 
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ONCE THERE WAS A LITTLE GIRL. Her name 
was Sausa. One day she decided to go see her 
grandmother. She brought along her dog, whose 
name was Pip. Sausa's grandmother lived in a 
forest, an enchanted forest, and everytime Sausa 
talked to her g-mother on the phone, all she did was 
giggle. 

ATTENTION! ATTENTION! 
ATTENTION! We want you to know 
without a shadow of a doubt that the 
whole idea of a newspaper position 
known as “Head Idea Man” is by NO 
means intended to be sexist, heavens to 
betsy no! Good God No! We swear up 
and down, left and right, straight and 
queer (attention! attention! attention!) 
we want you to know without a shadow 
of a doubt that by using the word “queer” we by no 
means are attempting to cast an offensive pall over 
homosexuality, or any subdivisions of 
homosexuality, including transvestism, sex 
changers, and even your basic androgynists] that 
we in no way mean, by the phrase "Head Idea Man" 
that a woman would not be allowed to hołd the 


Head Idea Man's Note 


position. In the case a woman becomes Editor-in- 
Chief of the Georgetown Gonzo, she will then be 
known as Hcad Idea Woman. Capiche? ] 

Again, we apologize most fervently, desperately, 
and pathetically, casting ourselves shamelessly at 
your feet like the hopeless, unwashed untouchables 
that we all are. By the way, copious high-quality 
gifts arc in the mail to all those who have been, 
may have been, and may still be 
offended by the term"Head Idea 
Man", and to all the friends and 
family of the aforementioned group. 
Thank you. 

. entrails lying on the cold 
linoleum floor, smelling shitty and 
showing bright red. *That'll teach 
you not to have my cookies ready 
when I visit, grandmom," Sausa 
sneered, throwing the knife down 
in disgust, the knife that would never again be truly 
silver, where it clattered noisily, as if in protest to 
it’s horrific human collusion. 

-The End.- 
I Love You All, 
Homer 


The Gonzo 
Sack O' Mail 


Dear Gonzo, 

Here's how it happened... I got hold of a 
copy of the first edition of The Gonzo scemingly a 
year ago. Of coursc I read it cover to cover (Cliché 
#1) and loved it, I laughed, I cried... In an effort to 
do good, I gave my copy to a group of friends. Af- 
ter several days, at least ten people had read it too; 
And in a monumental act of stupidity, thc last one 
was thrown away. I feel the need to preserve every 
issue of The Gonzo in a safe place (so that I may 
subvert my great-grandchildren with it when I am 
an old guy). 

On a new note, with the arrival of the sec- 
ond issue, several friends and I decided we had to 
distribute them to our worthy comrades at school. I 
think we took about fifteen copies of The Gonzo, 
and each will no doubt be read by at least ten people. 
We arc spreading the Gonzo far and wide, for all to 
hear and smell. 

Aaron J. 


Ed Note-(Preach on, Brother Aaron!) 


Dear Head Man 

It's good to see that you have nothing better 
to do than look at copyright dates. In no way did I 
imply in my letter that Cypress Hill started the Hemp 
movement. In fact, I don't give a fuck about the 
inside of CD. Your little gay comment next to my 
letter pissed me off. I don't get my beliefs on issues 
by looking what Biafra wrote. Whatever or who- 
ever the fuck it, she, he is. 

The point of my earlier letter was that I enjoy 
smoking because it's fun. I like to get high. Is 
smoking morally wrong because the law says I can't? 
Let's be realistic. Surc hemp has some great uses, 
but the reason it's illegal is because of it capability 
for drug use. I see nothing wrong with marijuana 
being used as a drug. ‘The fact that it can make 
paper or save trees is just an added bonus. Not too 
many people would be fighting for legalization if 
weed didn't get you high. Fuck you for not ad- 
dressing my real point. 


The Foolish One 


P.S. - Don't think you're the only ones who 
are bitter around here. I am very bitter and I wear a 
baseball cap or can't see that. 
(Roe We caw al amar eC things; 1.Gettin 
high is cool. 2.GU football's got my back) 
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"Take my virginity, please. Belive it or not, I am "Dad, I told you never to visit me here!" 
considered very sexy in my homeland. Really. I am." 


The Georgetown 
Gonzo Presents: 


at The Andalusian Dog 


‘908 STOP 


TEA & COFFEE HOUSE 


Shake-a what your mama gave ya! 
Bellbottoms and Big Collars will accentuate your 
sex appeal. 
Prepare to dance. Prepare to really, really dance. 
Break out the funk inside us all. 


Thursday, December 1st, 1994 
$1 jello shooters, $2 Rolling Rocks all 
night! 


1513 17th Street, N.W. 
Washington, DC 20036 
» 202-328-0880 


Free Cup of Regular 
Coffee with Dessert and 
this ad. 
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SATURDAY NIGHT 
IN THE CITY 


By Hunter S. Thompson 


I dropped Maria off in front of the tattoo par- 
lor just before midnight. There was no place to 
park on the street, so I sent ber inside and found a 
place on the sidewalk, in front of a bouse with no 
lights. . 
Why not? If figured. Black car, dark side- 
walk, nothing but cranked Chinese teen-agers on 
the strect...and we did, in fact, need the story. The 
weck had been too long and fast for wise and con- 
sidered reflection. I had lectured for something 
like 166 straight hours on morals and manners and 
politics, in addition to drugs and violence. I had 
been awake for too long. 

Wc had located the Picture Machine Tattoo 
Parlor in the Yellow pages, only an hour before it 
closed. It was time to get the story. 

Fortunately, il was only a few blocks away 
from the hotcl, on the comer of Third and Geary, 
in the same loncly doorway as Suicide Prevention 
Inc, The whole front of the building was shrouded 
by thick steel accordion screens, like the ones they 
have in Beirut. 

The suicide clinic was closed, but Maria rang 
the bell to the tattoo parlor and then disappeared 
inside. 

By the time | got there, she was already star- 
ing dolcfully at a small white card form the Key 
and Cohn Dermatology Clinic. It said, “Tattoo re- 
movals by Lascr Surgery,” prices and foes on re- 


Another card, which the tattoo man had given 
ber, said, "DO NOT PICK SCAB....] WILL NOT 
THEREPORE BE HELD RESPONSIBLE FOR 
ANY TATTOO AFTER YOU LEAVE MY PRE- 
MISES. THANK YOU.” 

The proprictor was a giant Swiss named 
Mark, whose arms and shoulders lookod like somc- 
thing out of a Fabulous Purry Freak Brothers car- 
toon. He had knives and snakes and scorpions and 
skulls full of Hell's Angels slogans: Live Fast, Dic 
Hard. Live to Ride, Ride to Kill..1 Should Have 
Killed You Yosterday.I"d Rather Sec My Sister in 
a Whorchouse Than Soc My Brother on a Jap Bike 


options, displayed all over 
the walls and ranging from 
dainty four-color florals to 
monstrous full-body murals 
depicting scenes like The 
Rape of Nanking and six- 
legged Gorgons cating fire 
and gnawing the skulls of 
their cncmics. 

“Eagles and panthers,” 
he said. “Those are still the 
most popular...But, you sce, 
ladics get more flowers and 
stuff. The guys get the cagles 
and panthers.” 

The man seemed ner- 
vous. He had wanted to close 
by midnight, but now he saw 
shadows in his life. It is not 
good business, on the dark 
end of Geary Boulevard at 
two minutes to midnight on 
Saturday, to entertain two 
strangers with glittering cycs 
and no apparent motive. 

“We need somcthing 
fast," I told him. “I have a 
deadline at noon tomorrow. 
How long will it take to put 
a tattoo on this woman?” 

He cyed me warily, 
then took another long look 
at Maria. “Where do you 
wani it?” be asked. 

“Never mind that,” I shouted. “We'll put it 
on ber back.” | scanned the walls for a suitable 
design, but most of the good ones required too much 
time. Some took two or three minutes, but others 
needed cight or 10 hours. 

“What about that panther?” I said finally, 
pointing to a raging black beast about the size of a 
volleyball. It was large, but the lines were not com- 
plex. It was mainly a matter of black ink and blood, 
from the sting of the hideous needle. 

Maria stretched out on the gurncy and | pulled 
her sweater up, to expose both shoulder blades. The 
unhappy Swiss took a long time cleaning his high- 
powered electric needle in a pan full of alcohol and 
ether. It bummed and whined like a huge dentist's 
drill, and then be plunged in into her flesh. 


Sunday morning is calm oa Geary Boulevard. 
A huge orange sign that says STORAGE is the only 
living thing on the borizoa. After that it is only The 
Avenues, a bleak vista of fogbound caves stretch- 
ing all the way out to the beach Strange vans in 
the driveways and huge motorcycles chained to the 
fuvplugs. 

| understand the Aveaucs | keow tiem like 
the veins io my moch. | can drive af top speed all 
the wey to the Beach Boy cafe in fog so thick that 
oven the skorki an can C operaie 

There wee nights, in the old days, when we 
dove big bikos in ight packs thvowgh the pak, like 
a thwadering head of wild pigs We would sera 
and diva wide aad Light ow yowda with Zippos 
m we ouod duos the duitiacon bike rade, lian 
ing ordy imo the kong cues wod the lakes 
wid the peo lod pwn a gang ol wins gaya amd adhe 
inica, ow Kor a die ga the wnae 


But things arc different now. | am living m a 
penthouse suite in the Miyako with wraparound bal- 
conics and a decp ginzu bathtub, looking down 
through long black binoculars on the alleys and roof- 
tops of Japantown. | have egg rolls from room ser 
vice and a new black Camaro in the botel parking 
lot. 

They know me bere. When | came back last 
night I saw the hotel bell captain standing out in the 
middle of Post Strect in a sleazy black kimono, jab- 
bering blankly at oncoming traffic...so | stomped on 
the gas and swerved left at him, just to test the basic 
reflexes. 

He leaped back and cursed me aa | veered off 
taking the satchel of otter furs, along with the records 
and evidence from our recent burglary trial. 

“Did you have fun?" asked the bell captain, 
as be opened the driverside door for me. 

“Are you crazy?” | said “I have a serious 
deadline to meet. We've been at the tattoo parlor 
all aight lt was the cały way to do it” 

"What?" be sił “You got yourself lattooed”* 

“Ob mo,” I told him, "Not me." | pointed to 
Maria, who was already far inio the lobby. "She's 
the one whe got the tttow,” I said. "A hugo black 
sal pod panther becwecu her shoulder blades, * 

He aoo slow ly, but | would see hat hin [ave 
was case. “What do you mean" he sak "You 
tisch that pron gil got Gaitioo huat for à uowepw 
per tery?” 

"© wae he righe thing te do,” | said, "We had 
no choke. We aps, alter all, profeesivnals,” 


December 4, 1443 


THAR GEORGETOWN GANZA. IN, 


LETTERS WE'VE SENT 
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| Gonzo Exclusive 


The following is a sneak-peak excerpt from John Grisham's new sure-to-be 
blockbuster thriller, due out this Christmas. 


THE KID 


By JOHN GRISHAM 


I. BILLY WAS the type of kid to make a 
hardened, sterile female convict wanna sew some 
socks—cute ones, with happy colorful cartoon faces 
on them. Billy didn’t belong in the city; he was a country 
boy by birth. Heck, all his life had been in the’ burbs, fielding 
fly balls, fishing for rattlesnakes and playing doctor with 
neighborhood 


s. 
DRR rate him into the city because she had to see a 
heart specialist at the special hospital there. My, how he had looked forward 
to it! Imagine! he had thought to himself oh-so-grandiosely, he Billy, going 
to the Big City, where all the bright lights glittered. Maybe he would even sce 
some hookers, or even a gangland shooting! 


IMAGINE! HE HAD THOUGHT TO HIMSELF OH- 
SO-GRANDIOSELY, HE BILLY, GOING TO THE 


BIG CITY. WHERE ALL THE BRIGHT LIGHTS 
GLITTERED. MAYBE HE WOULD EVEN SEE SOME 


HOOKERS, OR A GANGLAND SHOOTING! 


It was a sunny day in Fall when they set out, mother and son, hand in hand, 
waving off Pa at the local metro station. Mom had even made him take a bath! 


But it was all worth it, he reasoned, if he could have some cotton candy that 
day. Why, in the city, he bet that every comer had a cotton candy stand! 

But waiting for mum to have her heartbeat checked proved to be too tedious 
for poor Billy, and pretty long, he did what every dumb kid is liable to do: he 
went off on his own, searching for fun. “Cause when you're young, being 
bored is the hardest of all. 


Ii. FOR A WHILE, BILLY 
Some old people, a nurse 


More old people. Smells 
number one, CA 


wzi SAW NUTHIN' SPECIAL. 

cleaning up throwup. 
of number two and 
until she walked by. 
didn't even think he 
was his best guess 
hair, either that or his 
and he was seeing his 
her woa-woa-woas! 


Nothing special that is, 
She was some woman he 
could see the top of. It 
when he gave her red 
eyes were popping out 
own blood. But look at 
Yo! She is stacked like a library. 

Billy's heart was thumping like a fish in a 
boat. He decided to follow the bombshell nurse. She went 
through a door and he waited in the hallway. Another mother 

(somebody else's probably) came by holding the hand of a 
XK little girl about his age. 

“Hi,” she said to him. 
N. "Hey," he said, nonchalantly. He didn't want to 
N waste his time talking to little girls with a chest 

© \ his; he could talk to himself in a mirror for that? 
S \ stopped, eyeing him with large sad brown 
eyes. Her N| 04 ^«. mother stopped next to her, sensing a 
tender ig ` moment. 

,/ Operated on,” said the little girl. 

^ head around her at the door his redheaded 

^ gone through. | 


| 
"I'm getting 


Billy craned his ` 
nurse bombshell had N 
“Hm,” said Billy. 

“Doctor says I might not come out of it.” she said, a big tear beginning to well! 


continued on page 13 


VII 


Mamećs BC. Punch 


By DIEFENBECK 


PREPARE TO HAVE YOUR NOSTRILS flared—David Mamet's new 
play cum film is about a relationship between a student and professor midway 
through a semester, but be forewarned: this is not a cuddly-learning movie. 
"Olcanna" is to “Educating Rita" and “To Sir With Love" what "Apocalypse 
Now” is to "Rambo." It is a bloody philosophical battlefield of political cor 
rectness vs. self-formed opinion, formal education vs. self-formed education, 
and of the sometimes ambiguous borders of sexual harassment. 

This is a great first date movie. 

In one comer we have John, the reigning didactic champion (winningly 
played in his first starring role by old Mamet sidekick William H. Macy). John 
is an articulate, intelligent and highly individualistic professor who likes to 
tackle education his own way. He believes in dialecticly challenging his stu- 
dents—freely admitting to hating teachers when younger—and referring to for- 
mal education as a “prolonged and systematic hazing.” He has a wife and two 
kids and is presently buying a house, having just been selected for tenure. 

The challenger in this comer, Carol (also well- played by Debra Eisenstadt) 
is a homely, insecure-looking female who has no ideas of her own; her head 
merely supports her mouth-spicket which plays and replays the current thought- 
hit of the day, Carol is so literal she would have to be debated away from a 
STOP sign. She is single and lives in a dorm 

Mamet shows their differences in small, characteristic ways: Carol takes 
copious notes, John merely uses his head, not needing notes . . . he is the Dee 


continued on page 21 
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The Gonzo Gourmet 


"A good meal is like manna from Heaven" 
Rodney Dangerfield 


THERE ARE MANY FINE dining establishments 
in D.C. but one that literally grabbed our attention 
was right here on campus. Marriot Dining Services 
offers a homey, intimate feeling with that extra per- 
sonal touch. In fact, this feeling of privacy and quiet, 
of a dignified 
s issue: Marriot | 1102 atmo- 
sphere, is what 
we believe to be Marriot's trademark. How they 
create it, is a mystery (not unlike everything else 
they do), which definitely has something to do with 
the intelligent use of light, the choice of music and 
the tasteful interior design. 

FOR INSTANCE, the lighting is 
rather dim, even during the day. It 
creates a dark, candlelight atmo- 
sphere without having to burn 
candles! Tasteful and creative! Also, 
keep in mind, the darkness always 
adds to the excitement. Once, I was 
trying to go to the bathroom and I 
ended up in the kitchen. Or was it 
the other way around, | don’t recall. 

MUSICALLY sPEAKing, Marriot 
always carrics the pleasing and 
soothing sounds of Michael Bolton, Luthar 
Vandross, Don Henley and that diva of soul, Mariah 
Carey. “Is that freedom rock? Yeah man, turn it up!” 
said our all-around connoisseur Shlomi Raz when 
asked about it. Some people complained that the 
music is played as part of the psychological war- 
fare waged by Marriot and the Establishment against 


A MIX BETWEEN the Alcatraz mess hall, Hunka's 
House of Polish Kielbasa Diner, Bobville, Tenn., 
with a sprinkling of Albert Speer-like art deco added 
here and there characterizes the furnishings of both 


Darnall and New South. “Oh mon cher, I feeel ze 
Nausea coming to me, | need some black light.", 
is what our Euro corespondent Johann Klaus Maria 
von Eck had to say about the furniture. The collec- 
tion of Polaroid mug shots of Marriot employces 
that used to adom the walls of both Darnall and New 
South was our personal favorite. It had a strong ex- 
istential-Warholian feel to it and at the same time 
was just as realistic and grim as a Rembrandt. Un- 
fortunately the collection has been stolen by van- 
dals sometime during last year. 

THE STAFF IS JUST as serviceable and friendly 
as the place itself. Never drunk, abusive or tripping 
on acid, always polite, never constantly drooling at 
the female students’ bodies, ever so helpful, always 
with a quick smile and some friendly advice on 
what's the best choice on today's menu, 
these are the people who make up the 
staff at Marriot. They are all highly 
trained professionals, who never emit 
unbearable body odors and who never 
spit on your London broil (like the staff 
in another place we won't name does). 
Also, just for your safety, Marriot never 
hires people who say their hobby is “to 
hide the bodies”. 

THE FOOD, AS OUR friend Andrew 
Tully put it *comes directly from the 
Hom of Abundance and has a heavenly taste to it”. 
We can't do anything else but agree with him. Where 
else can you find such delicacies as curly fries, Bul- 
garian Monastery Soup (strongly recommended), 
salami pizza (falsely accused to come with pubic 
hair on it), Jamaican Jerk Chicken (see the previous 
Gonzo issue for an in-depth look), the illustrious 
«mystery meat” (won't tell you what it is!) and so 
many, many others exquisite treats. This is an abso- 
lutely breathtaking selection. 

So RUSH To YOUR Marriot and indulge in a fabu- 
lous culinary orgy! An experience to tell your grand- 


children about! 
Julius Child. 


Read 
The Georgetown Gonzo 


Before reading the Gonzo, I 
simply could not satisfy women. 
Now I have the endurance of ten 
men and I am never left lonely on 

Friday nights. I'm a firm believer in 

Gonzo Healin'. 
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Douglas 
Coupland has done it 
again. The genius who 
brought us Generation 
X and Shampoo Planet 
has given the college 
student another tome to 
pour over during Inter- 
national Finance 
classes when we're 
wondering what the 
fuck we're doing in the 
class. His latest work, Life After God, is arranged 
as a string of vignettes, each headed by a rudi- 
mentary sketch of an object. Coupland readdresses 
some themes he discussed in his previous works, 
such as the fcar of "The Bomb," the hopelessness 
of corporate life and the need for human interac- 
tion. Yet, because Life is written from a very dif- 
ferent perspective than cither X or Shampoo, other 
topics, such as divorce, extreme loneliness, aging 
and death, are brought to the forefront. The pro- 
tagonist in Life is neither a global teen nor a slack- 
ing X'er, neither Tyler nor Andy. He maintains his 
anonimity throughout. However, in his anonimity, 
he is everyman. He is the one who sold out to the 
corporation, the one whose wife fell out of love 
with him and divorced him, the one whose older 
sister freaked and ran away. He, like us, is part of 
"the first generation raised without religion.” Grow- 
ing up middle class, there are certain expectations 
of life that we all have. When these expectations 
are not realized, we find ourselves searching for 
the reasons why, recounting our personal histories 
to figure out what went wrong. We have grown up 
comfortably, “in swimming pools the temperature 
of our blood; pools the color of carth as seen from 
outer space.” All of these comforts, however, are 
founded on such an ephemeral basis. We have not 
been taught faith in a religious context, but rather 
in hollow institutions like corporations and finan- 
cial markets, suburban tract housing and anti-de- 
pressant drugs. Even the institution of marriage is 
not completely sacrosact. In the end, we each have 
to stand alone. Life After God is deceptively sim- 
plistic. It doesn't take long to read, but you'll still 
be digesting its morsels weeks afterward. Perfect 
reading for procrastinating. Go down to Olsson's 
now and pick it up! 


Albinus Haticus. 


IX 


Callahan Page 


Half-Nelson ry] Nelson Father Nelson 


Callahan 


distributed by Levin Represents. 


7— |This is a feminist bookstore! 


H H SRON 
There is no humor section!!! 


"May I -have your permission to put my arm 
around you, let my hand drop casually upon your 
breašt, become inċreasingly aroused, yet painfully 
conscious of my chronić inability to satisfy a 
woman; and then Kkillyou with a brick in my 
humiliation?" 
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oz) Hop: 


The Mentos Cons itae for 


Communist World Domination 


"Behold a pale horse; and his name that sat 
on him was Death, and Hell followed him." Rev- 
elation 6:8 

"Smash the control images. Smash the con- 
trol machines." William S. Burroughs 


FOR THE FIRST TIME IN MY LIFE, I 
knew the chilling, cold grip of fear as it tore out 
my soul. My eyes were fixed on the television, 
my body paralyzed by the mind g 
tion I had just made. At aj 
the morning I had uncov 
to be the most twisted ag 


light of the T.V. slowly ushered me to sleep. 


berates in my skull came on, at an unusually high 


population simply ignores it, 
waiting for the “Grind” and that 
dreamy Eric to return. 


With Mentos fresh and full of life, 

Fresh goes better, Mentos Freshness Fresh 
goes better, with Mentos fresh and full of life. 

Mentos, The Freshmaker 

The hidden Orwellian subtext as well as the 
obvious Satanic influence of this song is clear when 
read, but to the gentle MTV viewer the song lyrics 
slip into the subconscious like sand through a sieve. 
A whole generation of kids are being programmed 
by Lucifer and his clarion call of “Praise Mentos!." 
Most people dismiss the song as being lost in trans- 
lation from some Scandinavian tongue, and that's 
the most twisted and terrifying part of this whole 
conspiracy. Beelzebub has lulled the general pub- 
lic to sleep by convincing them that the song is 
just some sort of ABBA tune gone horribly wrong, 
hiding the grim nature of the ghastly melody, 
namely as a funeral dirge for a generation of kids. 
To grasp the insidious nature of the commercials, 
one must be thoughtfully deconstructed so that the 
underlying skeleton of Satanism and communism 


as I was dozing off, the song that still now rever- 4 


are brought to light. 

The superficial plot for the most blatant com- 
mercial is an executive blocking a girl” s car by park- 
ing his car too close, which forces the girl to enlist 
the help of some construction workers to move her 
"Euro-Mobile" into the street. The first scene of 

lexeommercial is the executive pointing to his 
icating he has no time to move his car. 


return. To fully reveal the hideous nature of Mentos, 
I will take a pellet and try to remain sane long 
enough to transcribe the results. Now the down- 
ward spiral... 

(Editorial Note: At this point the longhand 
becomes hard to transcribe as it is written in what 
appears to be blood, and is smeared in certain 
places.) 

I doubt anyone will ever read this, for I fear 
the forces of Satan are close at hand. If this Mentos 
conspiracy is revealed, the fallout will reach the high- 
est levels. I can't leave my house anymore, I can't 
leave this room anymore. I think I am being watched. 
From all around I can feel the eyes waiting for me 
to blink and let them in. I try a Mentos and it makes 
my blood boil like a seething cauldron. I can feel 
life running through my veins as if it were pursued; 
I can hear it, like a pipeline through my head, pump- 
ing and streaming like white hot lead. I have got to 
stop the noise that shakes my skull and my sanity. I 
have to let the blood out. I slowly cut into my wrist 
with a steak knife. I can see the sharp edge as it 
digs decp into my skin. Blood is now spewing forth 
like some sort of geyser as I stare onto this page. It 
reminds me of that trip to Yellowstone. 

Resident Chomsky. 


"THEY CAN TAKE THE PUB 
AWAY FROM YOU BUT THEY 
CAN NEVER TAKE YOUR 
WHITE HAT 


SO, YOU' VE FINALLY GONE and done 
it--you've seen the ranks of Joe Hoyas lounging 
around campus or hanging at The Cross and you’ ve 
decided that it' s time to join them. You will do well 
here. Your first step to colorless transmogrification 
is obvious. You need to obtain the very symbol that 
it the paragon of Joe Hoya-ness: The White Cap. 

You trek on down to the bookstore thinking it 
is probably best to be safe and get a Georgetown 
Rugby cap. Looking at the caps, you soon realize, 
however, that something is not right: these caps are 
clean and well kept. And the brims, they are straight 
and flat. You've never seen 
a Joe Hoya wear a cap like 
this! So now what are you 
going to do?--you gotta 
break it in, or you will never 
blend. 

And all non-blenders 


for a Joc ui Jane, you are 
probably not one of the most 
creative lot, so we here at The 
Gonzo have compiled this 
summary of the various 
proven methods for breaking 
in your white cap. Kowtow 
to us in our in infinite gra- 
ciousness, or at least slip us a 

copy of your nastiest home videos. 

The most challenging aspect of breaking in 
your cap is the process of folding the brim. When 
you buy a new cap, you will notice that the brim is 
flat, and is very difficult to cover your eyes with. 
The end goal of the cap-breaking will be a perfectly 
rounded brim that can be worn low over the eyes 
and effectively block out your peripheral vision, 
much like a pair of blinders on a horse. The meth- 
ods for achieving the perfect brim curve are as nu- 
merous and eclectic as a collection of Hindu gods; 
feel free to use the method of your choice, or devise 
your own. 

The "Reverse Cap Fold" is the standard for 
brim bending; it has existed since the birth of the 
first Joe Hoya and can be found being employed in 
boarding schools all over the East Coast. This 
method is the simplest and one of the most effec- 
tive. Gently cupping the brim of the hat in both of 
your hands, fold it to your desired curvature. When 

-continued on page 22 
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Gonzo World 


Cicero’s Column of Doom 


HOW TO ENTERTAIN 
FRIENDS AND INSULT PEOPLE, 
VOL. I 


G.U. parties are just so 
very... Friends of mine who 
visit from other schools are 
just clueless to the dynamics 
and hydraulics of a typical 
party on the Hilltop. Never- 
theless, after two hours or two 
months, they become just a little trite. The follow- 
ing is a suggestion for livening up the next party 
you attend: 


Stage I - Proper Planning Precedes Peak 
Performance 

1. Pick the right party to go to. The profile of 
the perfect party for this procedure is one thrown 
by someone who lived on your floor freshman year, 
has a boyfriend or girlfriend, hasn’t seen you in 
awhile, and has many housemates who will bring 
random people from all over the university. This 
type of party usually occurs in Burleith. 

2. Call a half dozen acquaintances who don’t 
know anyone who lives in the house. 

3. Go early, en masse. Greet your host or host- 
ess. Tap the keg yourself. Play “Quarters” for half 
an hour. Bitch about the music. Commandeer the 
stereo. Put in the Beastie Boys (Note: You may have 
to bring it with you.). 

4. Keep drinking. 

5. Dance like fools. 

6. Keep drinking. 

7. Hit on people that look like they're together. 
Spout a JFK conspiracy theory. Expose nasty scars. 
8. Keep Drinking. 


Stage II: Your Imminent Departure 

9. Have one of your acquaintances get vio- 
lently ill. This may not necessarily be for real, but 
like in Top Gun, many things can be faked behind a 
closed bathroom door. 

10a. Simultaneously hit on the hostess (if you 
are male) or your host (if you are not). When their 
boyfriend or girlfriend gets upset, hit on him or 
her,too. There is too much homophobia in this so- 
ciety. We'd all be better off if we got in touch with 
our queer side. 

10b. If you're a girl, you'll be able to get away 
with this because the host will get all hot and both- 
ered, thinking about watching you and his girlfriend 
go at it. It's every guy's fantasy. 

10c. If you're a guy and the dude gets in your 
face, ask him to step outside. As he stands there in 
the rain, lock him out, hit on his girlfriend some 
morc. After you get bored with her, leave through 
the back door. (N.B. Do not try this at parties thrown 
by members of the Rugby, Lacrosse, or Football 
teams, The Chess team, however, is fair game). 


XII 


THE BIBLICAL IMPLICATIONS OF MARION BARRY 


“Outside the killings, we have one of the low- 
est crime rates in the Country” -Marion Barry 1989 


Some cursed. Others wrote it off as another 
eason D.C. should never become a state. I sat back 
and savored the absolute absurdity and brilliance 
pf what had just occurred. Former Mayor Marion 
arry appeared to be the once and future king of 
D.C.. At campaign headquarters staff were in a 


had acquired an insurmountable lead and was as- 
sured of becoming the next mayor of 


han a man, and I was proven cor- 
ect by a overzealous campaign 
worker. "He's a prophet; a mod- 

n day prophet.” she told me, 

smiling from ear to ear and 

aving a campaign sign in the 
air jubilantly. Like David 

oresh and Jim Jones, Marion 

arry is a charismatic leader 

ho deftly gathered support for 
his own cult of personality. All 


od, and all three were known to 
dabble in sex with their followers, but 
only Barry was a convicted drug user. I tried to 
acquire an interview with the Democratic candi- 
ate, but all the press agent would tell me was “He 
s busy in his hotel room, and when the ‘Do Not 
Disturb' sign goes up, all interviews are over.". The 
ess agent then assured me that he was making 
ast minute changes to his victory speech, not 
king a whore and smoking crack. He then asked 


me if I was a DEA agent, and when I said no he 
seemed noticeably more relaxed. 

Barry's speech was nothing more than a ram- 
bling Sunday sermon with a touch of MC Hammer 
to reach the youth who made up a large part of his 
audience. At one point he started rapping “Ward 
8, Ahh Yeah, Ward 4 is in the house", and on until 
he ran out of wards to declare victory in. He con- 
cluded by saying *To all the whites, get over what- 
ever personal hang-ups you got; I am the best per- 

son for Washington.". For once I agreed. Every- 
one knows D.C. is home to the world's 
largest collection of liars and thieves. 


the problems of this city 
(Drugs, Prostitution, Lying, 
etc.) and is a model for all 
other liars and thieves who are 
just to lazy to try and hide their 


this city effectively? On the con- 

trary, because he knows the prob- 

lems of drug use and prostitution first 

hand, he will be better able to fight the prob- 

lems (or at least lead the police to his favorite crack 
house). Simply put, there is nothing outside o! 
murder that Marion Barry can do that would shock 
his constituency, and therefore he can do nothing 
to ruin his image as mayor. The voters realize all 
of his faults and embrace him nevertheless. Like 
the prodigal son, Marion Barry has returned homc 

and all has been forgotten. 


BACKSTAGE 


DC's Favorite Costume Store 
21st & P Streets, NW 
2 Blocks west of Dupont Metro 


PHONE: (202) 775-1488 


* Complete Rental * Wigs 


* Accessories * Masks * Makeup 


(We have the largest selection of scripts, 
plays & theatre related books in D.C.) 


Normal Hours: 

Thurs 10-8 

Mon-Sat 10-6 

Sun Closed 

Extended Halloween Hours: 
Mon-Fr, 10-0 pm, 

Sat 10-6, Sun 1-6 
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So You Want to 


Puncture Your 
Body.... 


Stepping into the Rosey Cross from Wisconsin Avenue is not like en 
tering any other store. You may be expecting any other store, but you're sud 
denly faced with Venice during Carnivale. Or a Victorian Halloween party. Or 
a costumed rave in a sorcerer's workshop. 
Shall I describe the pyramids of crystal and jade? The collections of 
esoteric books? The scent of candles and incense? 
Or the intense music? I could, but you could experience all this yourself. 
I was bere on a mission from Editor Diefenbeck: to explore the practice of body Things we like: Self-Mutilation and Bellybuttons. 
piercing 


I accepted this assignment with trepidation. My first (and only) en- 
counter with body piercing was with a friend back in high school who declared 
that she was going to pierce her nose. Before we could stop her, she jammed a 
carrot up her nose and stabbed at her nostril with a rather large safety pin. I'll 
spare you the gory details, but I'm sure she no longer likes the taste of antibiot- 
ics, and the mere sight of a carrot causes her to break into a cold sweat. 
Fortunately, this was a far cry from my experience at the Roscy Cross. 
On a divan at the center of the shop, I was kindly received by piercer Drew 
Lewis and his apprentice Angela. Before we proceed any further, I want to 
dispel any misconceptions: Drew and Angela were not slobbering ogres, cager 
to stick pins in unsuspecting adolescents. 

Drew, a former English major at Northeastern University, has been 
piercing since 1992. Hc was quite articulate, and cxtremely knowledgcable 
about his art. Drew sported several visible picrcings, but did so in a very casual 
way: he never tried to bring unduc attention to them. 


‘Make sure that the piercer is will- 
ing to answer any questions and to 
make you comfortable, not just to stick 
a needle in you and take your money.” 


(Ed Note: We could not come up with a caption, so use your imagination. 


Something along the lines of "steel balls" or "rust".) 

Angela was a clegant woman who could have stepped out of a Bume- 

Jones painting (or from the Carnivale at Venice. See above). She had no visible 

adomments, but when I asked her about her piercings, she grinned and poked 
out her tongue to reveal two glittering steel balls. 

Drew cautions people, in choosing a piercer, to observe carefully be- 
fore having any work donc: ensure cach needle is individually wrapped. Make 
sure there is an autoclave (sterilizer) present, and make sure that the piercing 
arca is clean, well-lit, and comfortable. “Make sure that the piercer is willing 
to answer any questions and to make you comfortable, not just to stick a needle 
in you and take your money.” 

Indeed, Drew's workspace was clean, well-lit, and comfortable, and 
there was an autoclave on the table. | was very pleased to find neither carrots 
nor safety pins among his tools. 

During the interview, | was able to observe Drew and Angela perform 
piercings on a half-dozen people, mostly young girls having their navels picrced 
Angela led them to a reclining chair where the piercings were performed. If 
they wish, she employs aroma therapy to relax them: she gives them a scent of 
an essential oil whose property is to relieve tension. Drew would then swab the 
arca to be pierced with an iodine solution, and pull the skin taut with forceps 
The needle slides in. As he pulls the needle out, he slides the jewelry in with a 


continued on page 20 


Join the Gonzo! 


The Most Important Paper in the World is 
looking for writers to join our elite corps 


of Gonzo journalists. Layout, production 
and advertising people are also needed, 
and will be loved. Join us, or fear us; its 
up to you! For more information contact 
Dan at 4-8555 or HOMER at 965-1983. 
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ASTURBATION: 
AMERICA’S SECRET WEAPON 


As you approached the hilltop at the beginning of your freshman year, 
expectations blurred your sight. Visions of freedom, wild parties, and dare | 
say sex, danced in your head. Now, as a disgruntled veteran of many a depress- 
ing night out, the slow realization that sex does not happen, or at least not to 
you, becomes clear. What is the solution? Suicide: Trite and almost conform- 
ist. Alcoholism: Can be expensive. Priesthood: Hey, the Alcohol is free and 
the suits are nifty. Masturbation: Hmm! Sounds good, tell me more! 

Ihave a feeling some of you have already arrived at the same conclusion 

I have. It’s free, self-fulfilling, and kills lots of spare time. There are some 
guys out there that insist that they have never whacked off, and to them I offer 
my congratulations. At least in my case, and in 
the case of other mere mortals (or at least honest 
mortals) the ‘five knuckle shuffle’ plays an inte- 
gral part the way we live. (Editor’s Note: Girls, 
we don’t exactly know what you do, but if you 
would like to explain or to demonstrate, feel free 
to write in!) Simple masturbation is not entirely 
Nirvana however, as many students realize. One 
student wrote to the Gonzo expressing his and I 
am sure most other's ‘problem’ with masturbation. 
The student writes: 

Dear Gonzo Editors, I have a serious prob- 
lem. I don’t get the same enjoyment out of chok- 
ing my chicken as I used to. The mystery, the ro- 
mance, the sheer exhilaration of spanking my mon- 
key has evaporated. Now I find myself almost 
milking my dick, with no love or affection. I am 
more like a farmhand than a lover. I love myself, 

but I can’t satisfy myself like I used to. 

Please Help! Ned 

Luckily the editorial staff at the Gonzo, and 
I your trusty tour guide through the magical king- 
dom that is beating off, have some self-help solu- 
tions that will allow you to help yourself. With a 
few of our helpful suggestions, you love life with 
yourself should improve dramatically. Location: 
Some prime locations for playing the skin flute 
are often left unused, ignored by the ignorant. 
These locations are guaranteed to bring back some 
of the zest with which you us used to stroke with. 

1. Your roommate’s bed 

2. Lauinger, 4th floor (Bring a newspaper, and watch out for DPS) 

3. Healy Clock Tower 

4. In line for the Pub 

5. Near the door of your archenemy 

Inspiration: Often the image of Rose or some other succulent women/ 
man just don’t get you going like they used to. Here are some fantasies that are 
popular at Gonzo HQ. 

1. Betty Crocker sitting on the sink, naked except for a chef's hat and a 
baster in her hand. 

2. Your roommates parents. 

3. Barbara Bush - Need I say more. 

Supplies: The importance of the proper equipment for taking the helmet 
off the fireman cannot be understated. Here is a list of sundries which I feel 
elevate shaking hands with Abe Lincoln to a new level. 

1, Stuffed Animals - Multiple uses, I don't think an explanation is neces- 


-continued on page 21 


SIXTY-NINE CENTS A POUND! 


You told me you were combing your hair!” And you were...well at least 


for the first few minutes, anyway. Then you tumed the sink on high and thought 
the swing set in your backyard. 


of your best friend’s older sister bent over k 
Some start early and some suffer in abstinence until around 14, but everybody 
in this world plays the skin flute. Some have big ones, some small, but all learn 
the art of this act to a tee before their first lay. 

The sink pours on and you begin to play that flute, but not 100 loudly. 
Your parents are right outside the door. You play and play as you think of what 
and where that naughty girl wants it on the swing set. You lean back on the can 


and try not to think of the mess you made. After you clean up you make sure to 
splash the water on your face 


and hands to relieve suspicion 
of your act of joy. Despite 
your caution a faint scent of 
bleach gives you away cause 
wake up, Bud, what the hell 
do you think your dad did 
when he was your age? He 
tries not to laugh as you run 
back into your room the stash 
the bra&panty section from 
last week's J.C. Penny Sun- 
day supplement under your 
mattress. 

The simple fact is that 
masturbation is fun. Fun for 
all ages but mostly for teen- 
agers. All sorts of sticky en- 
counters with smut and late 
night Cinemax madc thosc 
awkward teenage years enjoy- 
able. Those moments of gush- 
ing pleasure when you could 
have lifted a refrigerator with 
your leg. All places and meth- 
ods are worthy of mention but 
none more fruitful than some- 
thing I heard from my good 
friend Boris. Boris is a chronic 
beater. He never fails to tell everyone how many times he has done it in a day. 
He knows every way and has told me. I believe him. I pay him homage for he 
has told me the secret of the cantalope. Here's how you do it: you take a 
cantalope, shave a portion of thc rough skin off and make a hole. Make two if 
you like that stuff. If you haven't guessed this is primarily for guys although I 
have heard of some girls getting off on these orgasmic fruits. You take the 
melon and put it in a microwave for about fifteen seconds to one minute on 
high. Take it out and you have the best replica of the oval office you can 
imagine. It has the best slippery consistancy out of any common fruit. After I 
heard this I went to the Super Stop&Shop and beught a six of Beast and a bag 
of grade A cantalopes at 69 cents a pound. It’s the cheapest lay you'll ever 


have. Clean, safe, and you even smell after. 
Umass at Amherst Guest Writer 
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get any 
better 
than this! 


Hard at work 
writing the next 
issue of the 


Georgetown 
Gonzo 
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A Brief History of 


Lysergic Acid Dicthylamide was first discovered by Swiss scientist 
Dr. Albert Hoffman in the carly 1940s. He was trying to make a synthetic 
version of psilocybin; the active ingredient of psychedelic mushrooms. Onc 
fine afternoon in April, Hoffman spilled a sizable quantity of acid on his hands 
and hopped on his bike. When he finally stumbled home, he found that his 
couch had tumed into a large spider and his neighbor looked like the wicked 
witch of the west. The KGB was impressed by his arachnid-like couch and 
proceeded to requisition a sizable quantity of acid for their psychological war- 
fare unit. In order to close the “tripping gap,” the CIA bought the remainder of 
Hoffman’ s spider juice. Incapable of sound judgement, the CIA bought enough 

acid to make everybody on the planet trip six times. That amount of LSD has 
not been produced since. 

When an American firm figured out how to synthesize LSD, the CIA 
bought all of that, too. They began a project called MK-ULTRA in Venice 
Beach, CA and used prostitutes to lure vic- 
tims to a hotel room where they were dosed 
with whatever the CIA concocted. The CIA 
even used acid to assasinate people. The 
Army used to ask for volunteers from basic 
training to go down to Texas and trip for a 
week. Finally, Hunter S. Thompson discov- 
ered "reality" on acid, and Gonzo journal- 
ism was born. 

Before we go any further, there arc 

a few myths about acid that need to get 
cleared up. Nobody with any talent puts 
strychnine (rat poison) in LSD. Speed is 
cheaper. But, if you don't take care of your 
tabs, then they will produce the strychnine 
for you. Acid sweats strychnine like dyna- 
mite sweats nitro glycerin. Always keep acid 
dry and in the freezer. If you do, you 
shouldn't get burned. 

Flashbacks. LSD, when ingested, 
can end up being stored in your fat cells. 
When those cells get burned, you may get a 
free trip. Who knows, you might be able to 
trip off your liposuction entrails. We've 
never had a flashback, although we heard 
about a high school teacher who had one in 
a mall and took all his clothes off and pranced 
merrily about. He seemed to be having a 
great time; at least he never lost that stupid 
fucking grin on his face. 

Places to go and things to do. Since 
just about everything in the world is a mil- 
lion times more interesting on a few hits of 
acid, coming up with cool things to do is 
pretty casy, The Mall has a plethora of great 
tripping spots. For instance, why would any- 
body go through all the trouble of making 
an IMAX movie if you weren't supposed to see it a little twisted? After a good 
IMAX film, we would highly recommend the East Wing of the National Gal- 
lery of Art or the Hirshhorn Sculpture Garden, There's nothing like watching 
modern art transform into silent movies that never end. "The grass in the Haupt 
Garden (behind the Smithsonian Castle) is reputed to perform space operas 
(featuring techno bluegrass and speed bagpipes), Even though the aquarium 
in D.C, sucks, it's still worth checking out on à few hundred micrograms of 
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LSD. And, there's nothing like watching the trails of neon golf balls on any 
miniature e. 

cops dente: types out there, drop acid and go take the 
FBI tour. Secing authority figures on acid is totally amusing. Talking to the 
black silouetted targets as they're being blown to ribbons can draw unwanted 
attention, so be careful. We've also been told that William Rhenquist has 
been known to morph through all the characters from Mortal Kombat. 

For an especially phat trip, try doing acid and ecstasy at the same 
time. Depending on what part of the country you come from , this is typically 
referred to as candy flipping or trolling. You get all the head trip of acid with 
the groovy fuzziness of ecstasy. The ecstacy also reduces the burnt feeling 
that can follow acid. 

Explaining what tripping is like to people who have never done it is 
almost a waste of time. But, in the inter- 
est of journalism, we'll try. We've never 
met anybody who has done acid and said 
it didn't change their life in some minute 
(or even major), unexplainable way. 
Dropping acid is like perpetually panning 
back into yourself with a really good cam- 
era. But if you’ ve got a lot of unresolved 
shit in your head, don't try it because ev- 
erything will hit you all at once and could 
kinda fuck you up. Make sure your first 
time is with people who you really trust 
and have tripped before. Neither of us 
have cver had a bad trip, but we've had 
to talk people down before. First timers 
shouldn't be super ambitious. Stay places 
where you feel comfortable. 1f things get 
hairy, go with your instincts and find a 
place that is both safe and serene. Avoid 
complex motor tasks and jaywalking (nei- 
ther are worth it). 

Don't expect to eat anything once 
you've been tipping for an hour or so. 
Although chewing is the biggest pain in 
the ass in the entire universe, smoking 
cigarettes is totally satisfying (so make 
sure you've got an extra pack of smokes). 
Stick to foods like popsicles, ice cream 
bars, and other stuff that just melts in your 
mouth. Mixing acid with pot or alcobol 
is usually a waste of money. When ip- 
ping, just about anybody can drink the 
entire rugby team under the table and not 
even feel a little bit tipsy. Doing bong 
hits before you trip and after you've 
peaked can take a little bit of the edge 


off, but you won't get high for shit, , . 
‘Tripping is a different experience for everybe M 
. Most 
lot about themselves when they tip. It's An r ved ema 


least consider doing once. If you have an sitie questions about LS 
the Gonzo a line. Otherwise, happy Quy ee » USD. dne 


Starsky and Hutch 


ASU(ŁE( O 


MAMET RIDES AGAIN 


Continued from page 10 


hinking iconoclast, her the witless stenographer. She 

makes her ignorance known, again and again, ask- 
ng what words mcan— "paradigm", for instance. He 
knows everything but that she is in possession of an 
msalvagcable brain. 

As the movic begins, Carol comes to talk 
o John about her grade; she is failing. He is at first 
dismissive, but when she persistently pleads, he gives 
m and puts off an important appointment to redress 
her fears—the fear that not only is she failing, but 

she is stupid, as well. The end of the first act 
wist comes when he finds out that she has formally 
used him of sexual harassment. He asks her in 
o discuss it and a volley of the most tantalizing, 
nner-cxcavaling verbiage ensues; the idealogical 
ierceness is slowly brought to a boil (albeit waged 
pn onc side by a sociological intercom) . . . and the 
dience will be forever spliced. 

Ironic, isn't it—we live in a crazy, horrible 
ime. Do I even have to mention the recent infanti- 
ides, celebrity murders, and pop stardom castra- 
ions? These are incomprehensible human traves- 
ies to most of us, and yet, all over the country the 
hought cops kecp rushing out of the bushes scream- 
ng, "You can't say this, you can't say that now come 

ith us quietly." It's as if that as the realities of the 

tual world bombard us with ever-increasing speed, 
hese security guards of abstraction work on their 

iss-cheese walls of illusion ever faster . . . trying 
o keep the murderous bogeymen out by telling them 
hat words they can't mouth. 

When will people lcam? Human nature is 
human nature, sticks and stones may hurt us but 
nales and females will never be able to wcar the 
ime Sassoons. Not only that but sometimes reverse 

ychology is hooked up to the larger outlet—cv- 
Fryonc knows what happens to boys and girls brought 
ip in the strict Catbolic faith, hide your liquor and 


Next Issue: 


Debut of the "Magic Quest" 
Comic. 


Oral Sodomy:DPS crime 
statistics and demographics 


"My plan to kill the NSO" A 
Freshman's perspective on 
student orientation 


DPS Trading Cards 


condoms. 

Watching this I felt nostalgic for the film 
that came carlier in the century, the black and white 
worlds where men like Burt Lancaster and Marlon 
Brando strode around and weren't afraid to sho 


off their bustling testosterone. Yes, when men werd 


men and women were women. Hey I'm all for eq 
work and equal pay and smart chicks and all th 
but baby Paglia is right—two decades of brainwash 
ing ain't gonna change a couple thousand years o 
cultural evolution. You can't put down the lid on 
the boiling cesspot of human nature with the ser 
vices of a single, soulful dust mite. 
[Insert Final Purposefully Inflammato 

Statement Here:] 

"Oleanna" is arguable for stupid people only. 
maybe that's the point. A litmus test for the com 


fortably dumb, these tepid cattle who moo at the 


moon while twisted farmers press hot irons into thei 
brethren's asses. 

Or perhaps it's Professor John who says i 
all, at the very moment he stops abstracting her 
chock-full-of-nuts and yells, “Oh, come on!" Indeed 

All great tragedies build from misunderstand. 
ings, and maybe that's what it's all about—who can 
understand that damn wacky other sex? I'm curi 
ous—when Elvis snugged on his drip-sex look 
wagped his knees and thumped his crotch and cooed 
oh-so-lovingly, “Won't you be my baby tonight . . 
“—do you think people understood him? 


Gonzo PSA: 

SNAPPLE supports C.A.M.P. 
(Campaign Against 
Marijuanna Possession), who 
supports mandatory jail terms 
for said offendees. 
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this discovery facilitates the first drive b 
shooting. 


The kinda gray arca when Jesus was 
Jesus was alive. The son of God walked the E 
Unfortunately his agent was stupid and be co 
not capitalize on the obvious endorsemen 
opportunities (“Air Saviors by Nike, when I wall 
on water I don’t wear anything else”. “Sometime: 
when I am in another country people don't al 
recognize me, that's why I carry the Heb 
Express card, don't leave the holy lands withou 
it"). Later Oral Roberts and Jim Baker madd 


AD 1-1776: A lot of uneventful stuff. 


AD 1776: First independence da 
celebrated. The July 4 holiday, and the institution 
of higher learning establishments in the US madd 
it profitable to be a beer manufacturer in the U. 


AD 1930: Depression hits the United 
States. Stienbeck gets rich. Kansas becomes ever 
morc uscless. For a brief period most of thd 
people coming to California didn't climb over 
fence. 


AD 1950-65: The world is great. Russi 
explodes the hydrogen bomb. McCarthy accuses 
his mother of baking a pie with communist apple: 
The world teeters on the brink of nuc 
holocaust. A president is assassinated (John 
Wilkes Booth is the second gunman). But b 
taxes are low and I’ve got t-bird in the g: 
gee whiz Wally, isn’t that swell??!! 


AD 196?:WoODstooooooooooCk. MINI] 
alTerinGG dRuggggs BEComE POPUlar 
LioNSes aND Tigers aaDDdd PEEnk L E FanT: 
Oh My. 


AD 1967: Minor miscalculation i 
Southeast Asia. 


AD 1980: Racgan comes to power. (S 
also 1950-1965). 


AD 1990: Texaco, Um I mean the US 
to war against Iraq. 


AD 1992: Bill Clinton comes to power 
proving what generations of fine inbreeding car 
produce and proving once and for all that hist 
really is cyclic 


A Brief History of 
the World 


BC 5.5 billion: First hunk of protoplasm hunkered down and developed 
DNA. Unfortunately it had no sexual partner and so simply went and 
fucked itself, creating a race of inbreeds (a fine tradition that is continued 
still today in some regions of the country), and also paving the way for 
that ever so witty retort. 


KAŻ BC 700 million: Fish first "came out” of the water. At first 
From childhood love to mature unbridled lust PSA AA these fish were rejected because they made a different lifestyle choice, 
Desire for your touch, your furry kiss. WEBS... but gradually became more widely accepted as members of their society 

/ became acclimated to the life style of the fish that liked to sit on dry 
land and the fish who liked it both ways. Um, guess how this influenced 


Sultry summer nights filled with our embrace SN: present day socicty. 
How could something that feels so right be h m $ 
ma "A DZ: BC 300 million: Dinosaurs die out until 1993 when Stephen 
i, S, “app n <|! Speilberg brings them back out to make him millions. Their deaths can 

Slowly 1 stroke your inner thigh, as I stiffen dE ) be attributed in part to their inability to read the Surgeon general's 
Ready to plunge into your wild foam depths. Š P warning on their cigarettes (how Gary Larsonesque), and partly due to 

le z M: the fact that their brains were the size of walnuts. This seemed to be a 
Our love rages like a tempest, my body on fire Bn. ć mercy killing, as in modem society they would get low SAT's and 
Like a tidal wave I come crashing down on you. probably not get into a good law school. 

: : BC 245 million. Mammals take over the world. Not onl: 

Now your fur is a stick mess, but the smile on this pave the way for topless bars and the fur industry, Sig ca 
your face remains. humans next in line to dethrone GOD. i 


I collapse as I am spent in my pursuit of eternity 
BC 800,000: Man first stands erect and decides he likes the phallic aspect 


As a gift you came to me, a dream come true of his new posture. Paves way for male dominated society and the phrase 
Not just a stuffed animal, not onły a teddy bear, “standing room only”. Sniffing butts for identification purposes becomes passé" 
as the new posture forces new methods of identification. The first beauty contest 
My Woobie. was held soon after. 


BC 4000: Last of the good ol’ days when if you wanted a mate you just 
had to bash him or her upside the head and drag them back to your cave for a 


gine epccice propagation. continued on page... 


NT DE 


Marriot Employees of the Month 


JEFFO 


Killed a giant rat as it began to devour the huge stockpile of When confronted b i 
) | s y D.C. Health Inspectors at the loading dock 
frozen chicken patties using a fork and his cunning. Later recyled (New South), he brandished a crowbar, zd suggested the rec. 
the rat into the Main Entree. tors delay their investigation. 
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J ohn Candy has a 


POSSE 


Maybe you've seen them. Maybe you haven't. “John Candy Has a 
Posse” stickers are everywhere, from the North in Boston all the way into the 
depths of the Shenandoah mountains. Like the “Andre the Giant has a posse” 
stickers reputedly first created at Rhode Island School of Design -pronounced 
"rizdy"-John Candy stickers have developed a minor cult following. 
I received my shipment a few weeks ago- a big white envelope from 
Yale University, the birthplace of the Candy 


stickers. These stickers are like a common “Tag.” 
Unlike markers, though, they are of high 
graphic resolution and are all uniform. While the 
spontaneity of a marker isn’t there, the 


idea of a mass sticker 
in that designs can be 
to masses of people. 
for later, and they are 
Peel off the back as you 
a metro bus, moped, 
dozer or stop sign (all B 
sticker on, give it a 
niscent of the Karate 
tion" and carry on with your business. 

Stickers can be kept in a wallet, and distributed to new friends and ac- 
quaintances— a sort of Generation X business card. They are a evolution of 
primitive man's need to mark his territory. While he would once do this by 
urine, he know does it by adhesives. Yet another hurrah for modern technol- 
ogy! All you need is an idea, sticky paper, and a photocopy machine, and you 
too can achieve infamy along the Eastern seaboard. 


campaign has its plusses 
formulated and distributed 
Also, they can be saved 
easy and quick to apply. 
approach the target, be it 
window, mailbox, bull- 
targets of mine), slap the 
quick circular rub, remi- 
Kid *wax on wax off mo- 


By Brock Cunningham 


kart is now fact 
Do you 


hivih « 


IN MOST NCTEOUS Crisis Vel--too many people too litili 
PY Ihe most 
HUS 


FCNOUICOCN, irt--practice effec 
ontrol is uot the pill: 


IOMOSENUM.IY 


tive hath control. 
elective IUS not even abstinence. 


Phats right, Kids: 


DO YOUR OWN SEX -- AND SAVE THE WORLD! 


KE" 
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The Georgetown Gonzo presents: 


CRIME 
FIGHTER OF 
THE MONTH 


This RA has heroically protected her floor residents 
by keeping the bad influences of drugs and alcohol away 
from their impressionable minds. Holding the record at 
Georgetown for giving out violations, she is truly a force 
to be reckoned with. After spending the day tirelessly 
prowling the halls for violations of student conduct, she 
unwinds by feasting on three live chickens and a Diet Coke. 


Gonzo Forbidden Ar- 
ticle 


(fov Mature Audiences) 


tee! oteli? eiti yM evOJ | yw 
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ITUJ&Q3HOTO.ReMUDUO Ybeho eri nerf. 1D 1erttonp vd tid top too 
SU mH 

rini bno vit em tel 

ev dork sace d mel Sek GN TANIA) 
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XIX 


IEY LADIES! 


continued from page 13 


Angela offered a cup of orange juice or a scent of 
essential oil as a final measure. 
In fact, the entire process was over in less 
time than it took you to read that paragraph. 

Between piercings, Drew explained some 
of background of his art. Many today approach body 
piercing as a kind of ritual. These days, Drew ex- 
plained, the process of piercing, more than the jew- 
elry itself, is the focus of the ritual. While some 
Jewelry is meant to be in place for years, other might 
be removed after a short while. Though the jewelry 
may be transitory, the significance of the ritual is 
not. As in older times, the ritual may mark the be- 
ginning or the end of a period, or to mark any im- 
portant transition. *Everyone has their own reasons 
for choosing how and where they are pierced, and 
what it means to them,” said Angela. 

Historically, piercings have served as out- 
ward symbols of status or achievement, and were 
often incorporated into symbolic ceremonies, such 
as rituals of adulthood, wo/manhood, or other pas- 
sage. The practice of body piercing can be traced 
back to tribal roots, from the tattooed and pierced 

prehistoric Slavic wanderer found preserved in ice 
to African tribes which continue their practices to- 
day. 

Some piercings, such as navel, nose and 
eyebrow rings, are purely for adornment, while oth- 
ers increase sensitivity or sensuality, said Angela. 
Nipple piercings can create a new erogenous zone. 
Tongue piercings are generally to give others plea- 
sure, and genital piercings can heighten pleasure 
for everyone involved. 

Piercings have become acceptable in part 
due to the exposure of pierced celebrities such as 
Madonna and supermodels Naomi Campbell and 

Christy Turlington (each with a navel ring). 
Aerosmith's video "Crying", in which a beautiful 
young ragamuffin runs away from home, and in the 
course of her adventures, is pierced as a mark of 
her independence, has also boosted the popularity 
of piercing. 

(However, it should be noted that in this video, 
she also shoplifts, bungee jumps, and gets a tattoo, 
and I have no doubt that she boosted the popularity 
of those activities as well. Beautiful blondes tend 
to have that effect on products, no matter what that 
product may be). 

The current resurgence of the popularity 
of tribal living has brought piercing to many di- 
verse groups of people. Angela said that there is no 
single group that can be stereotyped as being 
pierced. Vegetarians, musicians, rastafarians, have 
all gone under the needle. Drew and Angela have 
even pierced many professionals, business people 
who have no visible piercings. "Despite the out- 
ward differences, there is a certain recognition 
among those who are pierced, a knowledge of hav- 
ing shared an experience," said Drew. 

Back on campus, two Georgetown students 
sporting a varizty of piercings visible and otherwise, 
proffered their opinions: “I wish I had more nipples" 
enthused Barry Monahan, while Rand Davis sighed, 
“It’s better than golf!” 


PROOF WE'RE NOT SEXIST, 


Constantine Valhouli 
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Masturbation... / 


Cont from page 9 © GO NZO DO- I T- 


YOURSELF 
Sisu inedia ia up beating your GEJA: PARODY KIT. 


meat, these little games push your erotic nature to 
the edge. Not for the timid. 
1. Secret Word - Just like on Pee Wee's Play- 


house, every time someone says the word, be it > „ABBA Just write in your favorite 
"Psyched" or “Balls” (You choose the secret word - : : 3 i ee 

of the day), you must immediately go the bathroom N ^ : D O.J. . witticism and you too 
and slap the salami. "| Fee : 

2. Around the World- Try to play the : A PONSA ARDY y can be a part of the 
scxaphone in the bathroom of each building on cam P" a. N mystery, and the wonder 
pus in onc day. This takes endurance, so I recom- 3 neo ag 2 n 
mend oysters. is of Gonzo journalism! 

Hopefully these ideas will allow you to vent 
your repressed sexual tension. Instead of fighting E 
in the Pub, maybe we could leam to live together, If you cannot come up with your own 
walking hand in hand in peace and brotherhood. ps O.J. joke, don't fret. We have prepared 


Well, not exactly hand in hand... X Ws some cunning one liners for you to cut 
out and paste, just like real editors of a 


real paper. 
"Free O.J." 


"Canned O.J.” 
"I swear, Kato did it!" 


Rob Zombie 


ESTY 


SAFE * HYGENIC * PROFESSIONAL 
PRIVATE SALON — FRIENDLY STUY 
e 


ROSEY CROSS 


GEORGETOWN. 
J061 M ST., N.N. 
WALK-INS ACCEPTED ON WEEKENDS 
CALL FOR WEEKDAY APPOINTMENTS 
(202) 333-7420 


"MUST BE 18 WITH PROPER 1.0. 
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Leftovers 


How to Break in Your White 
Con’t From Page 11 


this is accomplished, fold the brim toward the in- 
side of the cap and slide it in the hole between the 
adjustable plastic strap and the back of the cap. 
Leave your cap in this conformation until the brim 
is able to maintain the curve without support; this 
should take at least several days. Occasional repo- 
sitioning of the cap may be necessary in order to 
insure proper curvature. If you have big bucks and 
decide to buy a custom fit hat (one without the ad- 
justable plastic strap) this method becomes impos- 
sible and you must utilize a different method. The 
“See, Marriott is Good for Something” method is 
relatively new, yet has proven effective. This tech- 
nique requires a bit more preparation. You must 


obtain a cup from the cafeteria. This will be a bit 
more difficult now that Andre no longer works in 
New South, but I am sure you can manage. Using 
the same technique as outlined in the “Reverse Cap 
Fold,” curve your hat brim and place the brim in 
the cup; the curve of the cup will maintain the in- 
tegrity of the brim curvature. Cups from the caf- 
eteria are ideal for this because of their unique size 
and large mouth. To facilitate the molding process, 
you can fill the cup to the brim with hot water. This 
will make the cardboard in the brim more pliable 
and thus easier to conform to the desired arch. Do 
not leave the brim submerged for prolonged peri- 
ods of time or you will risk it becoming soggy and 
loosing its sensual rigidity. This is the preferred 
method for those of you with the stylish custom fit 
caps that are unable to follow the “Reverse Cap 
Fold” method. The “Rubber Band” method is an- 
other old standby and is pretty self-explanatory. For 
this technique, you need one 1/8 inch thick rubber 
band. As described above, attain the desired crease 
in your brim and stabilize it with the rubber band. 
The physics of the rubber band are so that it should 
maintain the brim in the archetypal Joe Hoya bend. 


Perhaps the greatest advantage to this method is that, 
in case of an emergency, you can still wear your cap 
as it is being shaped. To insure continued paradig- 
matic form, you should frequently reshape the brim 
with the “Rubber Band” method. If you are really 
serious about your hats, keep a rubber band secured 
to the adjustable plastic strap for use when you are 
not wearing your hat. The above listed methods are 
useful to novice and advanced Joe Hoyas alike. 
There is one technique that is valued above all oth- 
ers, however, and is a mark of the true Joe Hoya. 
All you have to do is go down to The Pub and spot a 
really nice creased hat. Walk up to the owner of the 
hat and beat the living shit out of the fucker. When 
he has been beaten to unconsciousness, liberate his 
hat from his possession. It’s the easiest way to get a 
well broken in white cap. Best of all, it is the cheap- 
est method, costing only the cover charge for The 
Pub. 


"Male urination really ts 
kind of an accomplishment, 
an are of transendence. 
woman merely waters the 


ground she stands on." 
Camille Paglia 


| Dear Salman Rushdie: 


We still remember, and will 
never forget. Watch your back, 


you dork. 


Love, ran 


= 


Paid Advertisment 


| Grisham ... 
| Con’t From Page 8 


up in one of her large sad brown eyes. 

"Yeah, that's nice," Billy said. He touched her 
shoulder briefly. *Save some knockout drugs for 
me, will you?" And with that he brushed past her 
and went for the door. 


HI. BILLY HAD NEVER SEEN A real set of 
breasts before, except for that time when he walked 
| in on his mother. Well, that was a couple times 
actually; she has a very predictable schedule. 


So, when his little blue eyes spied the redhead's 
mahaha's spilling out over her black bra, through 
her white nurse's blouse, her mouth formed into an 
oh-so delicate O, her cheeks flushed, a tall man 
pressed against her, her ass pressed firmly against 
the counter, he nearly peed his pants. Instead, Billy 
hid behind some shelves stacked with textiles. 
Watched feverishly, 


LLL 00 ==——————————__—_—_—_ Z OS 


WHEN BILLY'S MOM woke up, walked out into| 
the waiting room, and couldn't find Billy anywhere, 
she began to seriously panic. Good thing she was 
an ex-green beret, she thought, face set grimly as| 
she rolled up her sleeves and began running down| 
the hall. | 
BILLY had not been looking at the man's face— 
boring, of course. But when Billy knocked over a 
can of Lysol by accident, the man tumed and showed 
him his face-a moment Billy will never forget; the 
man's face became immediately transfixed in Billy’s 
memory in simultaniety with the most horrible type 
of horror he could everimagine. He scrambled out 
of there post-haste. 
"Wait! Come back you little screw!" said the man. 
“Screw?!” Billy thought, runningrunningrunning. 


In the hallway, the man began knocking things over| 
to get to the kid. It was only when the man tripped 
that Billy made his getaway, Little did he know 
that this was only the beginning. 
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Name: Johnny Eck (real name: John Eckert) 

Bust: 29A Waist: 33 Hips: Fuck Off! 

Hight: 3 feet Weight: 75 lbs 

Birthdate: Feb 28 1974 (Leap Year for you Non-Farmer’s Almanac reading fools) 
Birthplace: Butte, Montana (Ironic huh?) 

Ambitions: To find the one armed man. 

Turnons: Wading semi-erect through a tub of Crisco, into Ernest Borgnine's arms. 
Turn Offs: Women in high heels: you cruel, cruel bitches 

Best Decision: Becoming a roadie for Bon Jovi (THEY ROCK!) 

Self-Image: I am half the man I used to be. 

Ideal Mate: Anyone sec Boxing Helena? 

My Philosophy: Life is short, play hard. 

Hobbies: Waterskiing, Directing Snuff Films,Hanging with Chris McLaughlin 
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Paid Advertisement 


Are you living a lije oj hardship and 
sujjering? 

Do you ever question the meaning oj 
it all? 

Is your life somehow empty, lacking 
direction? 


Have you considered: 


4 SE SPIRITUAL 
sos T (SATISFACTION AND 
/ HUMAN SACRIFICE 
FREE "HORK IF IMPROVE TEST 
YOU'RE THE DEVIL". ( SCORES 
BUMPER STICKER! “DRAMATICALLY! 


Endorsed by the Georgetown School of Business and the Republican 
Party 


For many years Lucifer has recived constant abuse from the "liberal" news 
media, and now hopes to reach those who have before been unaware of For more Information, stop 


his message of hope and love through that same media. For the simple— by our office on the fifth 
pledge of you eternal soul Lucifer can ace that economics final for you, Jloor of Healy, or call , 784- 
What are you waiting for? Join the Chuch of the Devil today! 7669 
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